TENNYSON'S POEMS

And then I look'd up toward a mountain-tract,
That girt the region with high cliff and lawn :
I saw that every morning1, far withdrawn
Beyond the darkness and the cataract,
God. made Himself an awful rose of dawn,
Unheeded : and detaching1, fold by fold,
From those still heights, and, slowly drawing near,
A vapour heavy, hueless, formless, cold,
Came floating on for many a month and year,
Unheeded : and I thought I would have spoken,
And warned that madman ere it grew too late :
But, as in dreams, I could not.    Mine was broken^
When that cold vapour touched the palace gate,
And link'd again.    I saw within my head
A gray and gap-tooth'd man as lean as death,
Who slowly rode across a withered heath,
And lighted at a ruin'd inn, and said :

' Wrinkled ostler, grim and thin!
Here is custom come your way ;
Take my brute, and lead him in,
Stuff his ribs with mouldy hay.
' Bitter barmaid, waning fast!
See that sheets are on my bed;
What! the flower of life is past:
It is long before you wed.
e Slip-shod waiter, lank and sour,
At the Dragon on the heath !
Let us liave a quiet hour,
Let us hob-aud-nob with Death.
e I am old, but let me drink;
Bring me spices, bring me wine;
I remember, when I think,
That my youth was half divine,